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EXT. COMPTON STREET - NIGHT
Kendrick Lamar’s “M.A.A.D. City” BEGINS, builds as we see...
Modest homes, littered vacant lots and bars covering windows. 
This city’s a dicey, odd mix of dead places and burgeoning 
construction.
Plastered on the buildings “MAYOR TURNER FOR RE-ELECTION” 
signs show a young, African American man with two “thumbs 
up,” smiling, one tooth blacked out by black spray paint.
All but one street light has been knocked out. 
The single light shines down on RAQUEL WARD, 17, a total 
brick house in a hiked up cheerleading skirt, midriff out, 
sporting a fuzzy pink coat.
A 1970 black Thunderbird pulls up and JESUS MOLINO, 17, with 
his crystal blue eyes and baby fat cheeks, opens the door.
INT. JESUS’ CAR - NIGHT




Boy, where’s the stuff?
JESUS
Wait... Come’ere.
He leans over. Puckers up. Pulls on her. She shoves him back.
RAQUEL
Ew, Jesus, please! I ain’t feeling 
you like that. 
JESUS
Why? You got a man? 
RAQUEL
Yeah. He’s waitin’ for me now. So, 
where’s Lil’ Dread’s stuff?
Jesus sighs heavily, then hands her three bricks. She puts 
them in her backpack, hands him a wad of hundreds and is off. 
EXT. STREET - NIGHT 
Raquel slings on her backpack and disappears down the street. 
Laughing while firing off texts. On her PHONE, we see: PHOTOS 
WITH BODY PARTS AND NAUGHTY LINGERIE.
Up ahead, the half-burnt down MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR. MIDDLE 
SCHOOL looms in the darkness, enclosed in a chain-link fence. 
EXT. MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR. MIDDLE SCHOOL - NIGHT 
Raquel ducks into a hole in the fence and runs in.
After a few steps, she realizes SOMEONE is following her. 
Raquel hears them. Getting closer. She runs harder. 
Sweat rolls into her eyes. Her hand goes to her chest and she 
begins to wheeze, so she STOPS and turns... Shocked to see a 
familiar face.
RAQUEL
What the hell are you doing here?
A GLOVED FIST RAISES UP-- 
INT. SCHOOL BOARD MEETING – NIGHT
SMASH! A gavel bangs down. Reveal the SCHOOL BOARD PRESIDENT, 
with his dumpy self-righteousness, banging it.
BOARD PRESIDENT
Order! Order! Ms. Roberts, stop 
right now! 
DR. ALEX ROBERTS, 30’s, African American, hair half-shaved, 
and just a little too hot to be in education, stands boldly 
in a stylish suit.
ALEX
No, I won’t stop! I’m speaking on 
behalf of the teachers at Compton 
High! We want to know why our 
superintendent’s getting a raise, 
when we need to be spending that 
money on our kids’ safety? 
BOARD PRESIDENT
Because he’s turning in high test 




What difference does that make when 





Dr. Roberts. And as the school 
counselor, I’ve seen how stressed 
these kids are. They’re afraid! 
They can’t even be just kids--
BOARD PRESIDENT
Dr. Roberts, if you don’t sit down, 
I’ll have you removed!
ALEX
I will not sit down!
PRINCIPAL WALTER BROWN, 40’s, pulls on her.
PRINCIPAL BROWN
Alex, come on. Stop. We can’t win.
TEACHER 1
She’s right! We’re the ones on the 
front lines!
Grumbles and cheers. A SECURITY GUARD steps to Alex. 
SECURITY GUARD
Ma’am, he said sit down.




Either you’re going to leave, or 
I’m going to remove you.













Get away from me!
Alex jerks away and jolts out of there.
INT. HALLWAY - DAY
Alex presses down the hall on her cell.
ALEX
Sean... What’s going on?
INTERCUT:
INT. SEAN’S ROOM - NIGHT
SEAN, 16, wiry thin, pocked face, grips his phone.
SEAN
... It’s all crashing...
ALEX
Sean, where are you?
Prescription bottles are strewn about. Sean grabs one. 
SEAN
They’re teasing me again... I can’t 
do this anymore...
EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT
Alex grabs one of the TEACHERS and mouths “EMERGENCY.”
ALEX
Sean, tell me, where are you?
SEAN
... At home...
Alex mutes the phone. Starts scribbling on a post-it.
ALEX
(to Teacher)
On my way to Sean Cramer’s. He’s in 
the system. Send the police there 
ASAP. 
The Teacher takes the post-it and darts off. 
CONTINUED:
4.
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING - NIGHT
Alex weaves in and out of traffic while talking to Sean.
ALEX
Sean, can you wait ‘til I get 
there? Talk to me...
INTERCUT:
INT. SEAN’S ROOM - NIGHT
Sean dumps a bunch of pills into his hand.
SEAN
They’re worse than my dad... they 
call me faker, fuck face... They 
don’t believe I tried it, so I’m 




-- I just want to go to sleep!
ALEX




Sean, I promise, the pills won’t 
solve anything.
SEAN
Nobody gets me! They hate me! They 
want me dead! They hate me--
ALEX
-- I don’t hate you!
Silence. He pauses. HONK! She swerves. 
ALEX
Sean?.... You there?.... Sean, 
listen to me-- I see you... You 








Yeah... Believe me, there was a 




Yeah... Because of... Because of 






I hated myself so much, I wanted to 
scratch all my skin off--
SEAN
-- I know. I know that feeling.
ALEX




So, why don’t you let me help you?
POLICE (O.S.)
Open up! Police!
BOOM! Sean’s door FLIES OPEN and TWO COPS burst in. 
ALEX
Sean?... Sean?
The line is dead. Alex fishes a PRESCRIPTION BOTTLE out of 
her purse that reads “Klonopin. Take 1 capsule X2 a day for 
anxiety.” She pops two and gets in her car.
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT - NIGHT
The door opens and Alex enters. Obsessively, she bolts the 
top lock, a dead bolt, and arms the security system.
CONTINUED:
6.
INT. ALEX’S BATHROOM - NIGHT
Alex opens her medicine cabinet. An array of anti-anxiety and 
sleeping pills line the shelves. She grabs sleeping pills. 
INT.  ALEX’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Lying in bed, Alex pops a sleeping pill. She goes to put the 
bottle on the dresser, but on second thought, pops two more. 
She turns off her lamp and lies down a minute, but rises up 
and turns the lamp back on. It’s light now. Safe.
She lies back down, staring at the ceiling. The drugs begin 
to kick in. Slowly, her eyes flutter closed. 
INT. SHERIFF CRUISER - DRIVING - MORNING





INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING - MORNING




You okay? I heard you made a ruckus 
at the school board meeting.
ALEX
Yeah. It was just a rough night.
EDUARDO
Sorry about that. We on for dinner 
tonight?











Honestly! I made plans. Pajaro 
Negro at eight. It’s going to be 
special. No excuses this time.
EDUARDO
Cool. See you then.
He clicks off. Looks over at his partner, overgrown kid, 
SCOTT GREELEY, late 20’s, scrolling on his phone.
EDUARDO
Can you cheese a little harder, 
Greeley?
SCOTT
It’s the sext demon. Look what she 
sent me last night. Man, this 
chick’s fire! 
Scott holds up his phone, but Eduardo doesn’t bite. 
EDUARDO
Dude, I don’t wanna see that.
SCOTT
For real? Why not?
EDUARDO
Because your wife’s at home 
pregnant, dickhead. 
SCOTT
Damn. Judge much, Ed?
EDUARDO
(shakes his head)
You hurt Amy and I’m putting my 
size twelve up your ass.
From their radio:
POLICE DISPATCHER (V.O.)
Patrol, we have a code 419 at 
Barber’s Lot... Female, 17, 






He SLAMS the brakes, busts a U-turn and screeches off.  
EXT. BARBER’S LOT - DAY
The cruiser pulls up and Eduardo and Scott hop out. They push 
past nosey BYSTANDERS and cross the POLICE LINES. 
Young upstart DETECTIVE GERBER, 30’s, meets them.
DETECTIVE GERBER
Hey. Just needed some added 
perimeter control.
Eduardo and Scott follow. The moment they see the body, Scott 
stops, cold. Eduardo and Gerber go on like it’s nothing. 
EDUARDO
Man. She looks like she could be my 
little sister.
DETECTIVE GERBER
Yeah, a young one. It’s pretty sad.
On her back, Raquel lies lifeless, nude. Her sexy 
cheerleading outfit next to her. Her lips are parted like she 
was about to say something.  
SCOTT
Oh, God.
He strides a few yards away, doubles over and pukes. The 
others laugh.
EDUARDO
Dude. Was it the Taco Truck?
Scott faces away from them, taking a moment to collect 
himself. 
DETECTIVE LI (40’s) Asian, clean cut, snaps photos of 
footprints in the mud. Forensic Investigator, GINA, 30’s, red-
headed, approaches with latex gloves on. 
DETECTIVE GERBER
Bag that.
Gina bags an iPhone smashed into the mud.
Scott finally comes back over. He stares at Raquel. 
Eduardo notices the way he’s looking at her and grabs his 
gaze. They share a look. 
CONTINUED:
9.
EXT. COMPTON HIGH SCHOOL - PARKING LOT - MORNING
Alex gets out of her car and sees TWO DEPUTY SHERIFFS hauling 
Jesus, the boy we saw with Raquel, off in handcuffs. 
She runs over, but SHERIFF CAPTAIN JOHN DOWNS, 50’s, African 





The Deputies try to shove Jesus in the car, but he resists.
JESUS




You wanna ask questions, Dr. 
Roberts, come back and work for me.
ALEX
Too much to lose, not enough to 
gain.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
That was your loss--
ALEX
-- I wasn’t the one who made her 
testify...


















More like dope slanger.
Only feet away, a riot between BLACK and LATINO STUDENTS 
breaks out. 
LATINO STUDENTS





Fists fly. Punches and kicks. A small riot breaks out between 
Latinx and Black students. Downs grabs a megaphone.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Break it up! Break it up!
DEPUTIES descend. Chokeholds and heads-butts and stun guns 
subdue the kids. Screams and scattering.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Brown! Get these kids back in 
class!
Principal Brown runs as the SCHOOL SECURITY GUARDS grab kids. 
PRINCIPAL BROWN
Show’s over! Everybody inside! 
School Security forcefully herds kids inside. 
Alex turns to... Jesus, handcuffed in the back of the 
Sheriff’s cruiser. Their eyes meet. His, fearful. The car 
takes off.
INT. COMPTON HIGH - CLASSROOM - DAY
A sign with “GRIP PROGRAM” tops the room. Alex enters, 
passing Macs and desks, and stops in the center of the empty 
room. She stands. Breathing. Collecting herself. 
She empties her satchel, but hears whimpering. She looks. No 
one is there.
The whimpering grows louder. She follows it to... 





Alex kneels next to her. Strokes her face.
ALEX
Hey, hon.






When the song “Beat It” comes on, 
she puts on her silver glove and 
moonwalks. Who’s gonna moonwalk 
tonight?
Alex stares at Pamona with no good answer. A commotion in the 
hallway interrupts.
INT. COMPTON HIGH - HALLWAY - DAY
Alex dashes out. SCHOOL SECURITY shoves BOYS down the hall.
LESLIE ADAMS, 17, half-Black, half-Latina and also in a 
cheerleading outfit, is in the face of Principal Brown.
LESLIE
You’re violating our first 
amendment rights!
PRINCIPAL BROWN
You have the right to assemble, not 
obstruct justice. 
A SCHOOL SECURITY GUARD grinds his knee into the back of a 
STUDENT, struggling on the floor.
LESLIE
Stop! You’re hurting him!
ALEX
Get him up! That’s illegal!
The Security Guard finally lets the student up, shoving him 
toward class. The boy struggles up, coughing and gagging.
PRINCIPAL BROWN
Come on, son. Off to class. 






But Alex grabs her.
ALEX
Leslie, stop! Stop it!
Alex holds her back. Brown turns.
PRINCIPAL BROWN
Alex, get your cousin under 
control.
He storms off. Alex holds onto Leslie and won’t let go. 
INT. COMPTON HIGH - CLASSROOM - DUSK
Alex sits in a circle with Leslie, Pamona, JAMAL HAMPTON, 17, 
6’ 5”, lanky, nerdy, bow tie, and MARCUS STOKES, 17, earrings 
and a fro-hawk. It’s game day and both wear suits.
The mood is somber. Leslie is sharing.
LESLIE
... If Raquel was a white woman, 
she’d be on the evening news.
PAMONA
Yeah, they’d have a hundred cops 
out lookin for who killed her. 
LESLIE
But no, instead they say Jesus 
killed her ‘cause she was slinging 
drugs on Mexican turf-- she wasn’t 
in a gang.
PAMONA
She was a cheerleader.
MARCUS
She was a ho.










You shut up! She was always trying 
to land a nigga with some cash. She 
dressed like a ho, tried to run 
niggas like a ho--
ALEX
-- Marcus! Enough. It’s not 





Never call a woman that. She was 
somebody’s daughter. 
Marcus sits back, rolling eyes. Awkward silence.
ALEX
Let’s shift gears... Leslie, how’s 
the Harvard acceptance going?
LESLIE
I can’t afford it.
Leslie looks at Marcus. Alex looks at them both.
ALEX
But you’re the frontrunner for the 
GRIP scholarship-- 
LESLIE
-- Right, but what if I don’t wanna 
go to Harvard?
ALEX
What? Where did this come from? 
LESLIE





I don’t want to leave L.A.
Alex looks at Leslie in disbelief, her eyes moving to Marcus, 
who simply shrugs. Alex scowls. Off this--
CONTINUED:
14.
INT. COMPTON HIGH - HALLWAY - EVENING
Alex catches up with Leslie and they walk and talk.
ALEX
... So all the sudden, you don’t 
want to leave LA?
LESLIE
I’m thinking, maybe J.C. for two 
years. Save some money.
Alex stops and turns Leslie to face her. 
ALEX
Leslie, what is going on with you? 
You’re the front runner for the 
GRIP scholarship--
LESLIE
But I won’t know anybody.
ALEX
(nodding)
This is Marcus talking. 
Leslie stares her down. A wall there. 
ALEX
Les, I know you’re hurting, but 
Raquel’s death should be a wake up 
call. Being with the wrong people 
at the wrong time--
LESLIE
You really believe that?
ALEX
They found three bricks of heroin 
on her. 
LESLIE
But you know Compton cops. They 
don’t do shit! You got to. Please. 
Use your connections--
ALEX
-- Are you serious? You know I 






So, do you know what could happen 
to me?
LESLIE
Alex... she didn’t deserve to die. 
All she did was hook up with some 
older guy.
ALEX
Some grown man was dating her?
LESLIE




No Strings Attached. Some kinky 
hook up APP.
Alex shakes her head. 
ALEX
Listen... I know she was your girl, 
but it’s just not my job anymore.
Leslie looks disappointed, when...
JAMAL (O.S.)
Dr. Roberts. You going to the game?
Leslie gives Alex a hug and takes off. Alex turns to see 
Jamal. THREE GIRLS wait across the hall for him. 
ALEX
Well... I had plans, but... what’s 
wrong?
One girl waves. Jamal doesn’t wave back. 
JAMAL
Look at them. They so on me, they 
stressin’ me out, and I need to 
play good tonight.
ALEX







He breaks a relieved smile as they pass the flirty girls.
INT. ALEX’S CAR - EVENING
Alex sits in the car. After a fee beats, she sends a text to 
Eduardo: STUDENT REALLY NEEDS ME. CAN WE SKIP DINNER AND DO 
PIZZA AND BEER LIKE OLD MARRIED FOLKS?
She gets a text back: I NEED YOU TOO. BUT PIZZA AND BEER 
ALWAYS WORKS. 
She looks her Google Calendar: SPEND THE NIGHT WITH EDUARDO. 
NO EXCUSES. She stares at it, contemplating. 
INT. COMPTON HIGH - GYM - EVENING
The bleachers are full of excited fans. Jamal sails through 
the air-- REVERSE LAY UP. CHEERS!
A distinguished white man, JUDGE AVERY CONNERS, 60’s, sticks 
out, but is at ease in this mostly black and Latino crowd. 
Next to him, JIM WEBB, 50’s, a raw Midwesterner. 
JUDGE CONNERS
Look at Jamal. I told you, Jim. I 
wouldn’t have you come all this way 
for nothing.
JIM WEBB




Conners CHEERS loudly with the rest. We hear the BUZZER and 






Eat ‘em up now!
The cheerleaders JUMP and KICK. 
EXT. GYMNASIUM - NIGHT




Waiting with Conners and Mr. Webb for Jamal, Alex gets a text 
from Eduardo: WHERE ARE YOU? 
She replies: SORRY ABOUT DINNER. ON MY WAY NOW. 
She gets a glimpse of Leslie and Marcus leaving the gym 




Great game! A few more wins, and 
it’s state championship. 
Jamal smiles. Conners motions Jim Webb up.
JUDGE CONNERS
Jamal, meet Jim Webb from Kentucky 
U. They want you, just like I said. 
Jim shakes Jamal’s hand. 
MR. WEBB
Awesome game! I think I’m looking 




You’ll love KU. We’re on ESPN ten 
times a year. You’ll be a star, not 





It all sounds good, Mr. Webb, as 
long as Jamal’s priority is a 
degree.
MR. WEBB
Of course. We have the best tutors, 
the best programs. Jamal, what do 
you want to major in?







Stay focused, Jamal. By February, I 
want you to commit to KU.
He rubs Jamal’s back. Jim Webb hands Jamal his card.
ALEX
Well, Jamal’s really tired. I 
better get him home.
JIM WEBB
I’ll be waiting.
Conners watches Jamal walk off, beaming. 
EXT. LONG BEACH - EDUARDO’S HOME - NIGHT
A middle class neighborhood with modest, neat homes. Standing 
on the porch in sweats and no shirt, Eduardo is the picture 
of sexy. Alex exits her car and hurries up the walk.
ALEX
I’m sorry. I come in peace.
She raises up the pizza and Coronas. He playfully opens his 
arms. She reaches him and they kiss. 
INT. LESLIE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Leslie’s playing League of Legends. She gets a text: COME OUT 
AND PLAY? She pauses. Thinks about it a beat. 
She texts back: NAH. GONNA STAY IN TONIGHT.
INT. EDUARDO’S HOME - DEN - NIGHT
The TV plays in the b.g. Alex and Eduardo sit on the floor, 
drinking beer and eating pizza out of the box. 
ALEX




Can we not talk about this tonight?
ALEX






I didn’t hear anything, but Scott 





Poor girl was completely 
stripped...
ALEX
Wait. She was undressed?
He sprinkles chili flakes on his pizza, takes a bite and 
chews silently.
ALEX
I know that look. What’s wrong?
EDUARDO




Use that psychology shit on me-- I 
said I don’t wanna talk about it.
ALEX
A girl died. 
EDUARDO
Babe, I know. I was there.
ALEX
I’m sorry. I just keep seeing the 
look of that poor boy, Jesus, when 
they took him away... It wasn’t the 
look of a murderer. 
He throws his half-eaten slice back in the box. 
EDUARDO
So, what’s the look of a murderer? 
Tell me.





Hey... I’m sorry. But you know the 
deal. Downs is up for a promotion. 
He’ll do anything to look good. 
ALEX
So, what’s his next stop?
EDUARDO
Commander position, North Patrol.
She swigs her beer.
ALEX
I think I’m going to be sick.
He takes her face in his hands. 
EDUARDO
In this city, lives only matter 





He kisses her. They kiss, at first tenderly, then building. 
Deeper. Passionate. They undress. Clear a space on the floor 





She grabs his face. Kisses him, hard. He strokes her and 
gently thrusts into her. His thrusts grow stronger and 
faster. She moans. 
But he grips her back and, suddenly, she SWINGS.
ALEX
No, no, no!
She windmill punches the air, hyperventilating, sweating. 
EDUARDO
Alex! Stop! ALEX--






She scrambles up from underneath him. Starts dressing.
EDUARDO
What’re you doing? You were 




But what? Your therapist said, “No 
excuses.” Remember?
ALEX
I’m sorry! I’ll call you tomorrow.
She grabs her stuff and bolts. He stares at the ceiling.
EXT. BACKYARD PARTY - NIGHT
A mixed crowd of school-aged kids and too old kids, 20’s and 
30’s, drink and dance to N.W.A.
Pamona, Jamal and Trey drink beers. Marcus drinks from a 
bottle of tequila, a joint in the other hand.
JAMAL
Slow down, bruh, we got a game 
tomorrow.
MARCUS
I play good high. Only way to play.
Jamal shakes his head.
MARCUS
What? Don’t judge, college boy. 




Jamal charges Marcus, but the others pull them apart. 
MARCUS







(back in his voice)
Conners don’t give a fuck about me!
Jamal glares. Marcus shrugs. Raises his bottle to LIL’ DREAD 
(20’s), bleached dreads, tatted, with a bevy of pretty girls.
MARCUS
Here’s to a real O.G., my brother, 
Lil’ Dread. 
Lil’ Dread raises his bottle back.
LIL’ DREAD
What up, lil’ brother?
TREY
Damn, Dread’s got hoes. 




Precious?! Damn, that’s weak.
PRECIOUS
That’s my real name!
They all laugh. Marcus pulls Precious close and they make 
out. Pamona and Jamal share a look. Pamona rises.
PAMONA
I hate you, Marcus! 
She stomps off.
MARCUS
You say shit to Leslie, I’ll kill 
you girl. Hear me?
She flips him off. Marcus swigs his Tequila, staring at 
Pamona as she walks off into the night.
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT - NIGHT
Alex enters and we see this is her routine. She bolts the top 




INT.  ALEX’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Alex looks at her hand. It’s shaking. She pops three of the 
sleeping pills, gets in bed and pulls the covers up.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. ALEX’S BEDROOM - MORNING
A cell RINGING. Alex wakes up in a fog. It stops. Then starts 
again. This time, she answers.
ALEX
‘Morning... who? 
She shoots up. Rubs her eyes. 
ALEX
Pamona?! WHAT?... No!-- No, no, no! 
Oh God... I’m on my way.
She clicks off. Presses her face into her pillow in despair.
EXT. COMPTON SHERIFF’S STATION – DAY 
Captain Downs makes his way to the podium. A hectic scene as 
REPORTERS jockey for position. Downs reads from a paper.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
On behalf of the Compton Sheriff’s 
Station, I can confirm that we’ve 
recovered the body of Pamona 
Starling and we are investigating 
it as a homicide.
REPORTERS
(all at once)
Captain Downs!... Downs!... What 
was the cause of death? 
Downs tries to manage the chaos.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
One at a time! One at a time!
(pointing)
You.
Alex presses through a throng of bodies. ERIN GOLIN, 30’s, 




Two teenage girls murdered in 
Compton in a week-- is there a 
connection?
CAPTAIN DOWNS
We believe it’s gang related. Both 
girls were in a gang. Both dated 
high-ranking members of the Farm 
Dog Crips--
PAMONA’S MOTHER, in a “Justice for Pamona” T-shirt with 
Pamona’s photo on it, shakes her fist. 
PAMONA’S MOTHER
My baby wasn’t in NO GANG!
A BURLY DEPUTY blocks her.
BURLY DEPUTY
Don’t make me remove you!
ERIN
Who were their boyfriends?
CAPTAIN DOWNS
As I said-- both homicides were 
gang-related. Thank you. No further 
comments.
ALEX
But Jesus Molino is in custody, so 
who committed this murder?
Downs sees Alex and his eyes light with anger. Fakes smiles.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
We’re working closely with the 
leaders of the Crips and EL TORO to 
find out. Meanwhile, I’ve 
successfully negotiated a 60-day 
cease fire.
ALEX









I said, no further comments. Thank 
you!
He abruptly leaves the podium. Alex turns and sees Pamona’s 
Mother, totally devastated.
EXT. SHERIFF’S STATION PARKING LOT - DAY




This is the second girl to die in a 
week-- Something’s really wrong. 
EDUARDO
That’s the reason you left, right? 
ALEX
Yeah? So? I left the force.
EDUARDO
Well, I’m still here, trying to 
make changes from inside.  
ALEX
Did you see the look on Downs’ face 
when I asked him if Pamona was 
raped? He’s blatantly obstructing 
justice. He doesn’t even try to 
hide it anymore. 
EDUARDO
Okay. I know some folks in I.A. 
We’ll report him--
ALEX
-- Two girls have just died, and if 
this is serial, we can’t just sit 
around and twiddle our thumbs while 




-- Seriously! Downs just said 
Pamona’s boyfriend was a drug 
dealer, but he’s lying! There’s no 





How do you know that?!
ALEX
Because she was gay!
He pauses. Completely speechless. 
ALEX
She was terrified to come out to 
her parents, but she told me in 
confidence... The thing I have to 
do now is try to see if there’s a 
link between her and Raquel’s 
deaths... try to establish a 
pattern. Can you get me the crime 
scene photos and case files?
EDUARDO
Are you crazy? I’m sorry about what 
happened to you, Alex, but I can’t--
ALEX
-- This isn’t about me! Can’t you 
see that?
EDUARDO
No, what I see is you trying to 
save every girl in the world from 
ever going through what you went 
through-- you need to stop it.
ALEX
I can’t! If I see something broken, 
I need to fix it... I just wish 
somebody could fix me.
EDUARDO
Yeah. You’re right.
He turns and walks away. 
ALEX
Wait. You’re not going to help me?
He keeps walking. No answer. She calls after him.
ALEX
Okay. I’m going to find the killer 
and I’ll do it on my own!
She leans against her car. Frustrated. At her end.
CONTINUED:
27.
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING – DAY
Alex makes a call on her hands-free, but gets voicemail.
WOMAN (V.O.)
Yo, this is Nia. Hit me up.
ALEX
Hi Nia, it’s Dr. Roberts... 
Pamona’s counselor... I need to 
speak to you. Please call me...
INT. MEN’S CENTRAL JAIL PROCESSING CENTER - DAY
Alex shows her I.D. Doors open and she’s inside.
INT. MEN’S CENTRAL JAIL – VISITING ROOM – DAY
A large room with barred windows. Just tables, benches and
vending machines. GUARDS man the corners, emotionless. 
The inmates are released, greeted by their loved ones. Jesus 
comes out, looking leery. Alex finds him and they sit.
JESUS
Do I know you?
ALEX











You don’t sound too desperate to 
prove otherwise.
JESUS
So, how you know I didn’t do it?
ALEX
In your gang, if you were to kill 
someone, not saying you would, how 




Blast ‘em, or cut ‘em. Somethin’ to 
leave ‘em ugly. 
ALEX
But these girls were strangled. 
Personal. Up close. Did you have 
anything personal with Raquel?
They share an intense look.
JESUS
No... Maybe I wanted to.
ALEX
But the pink fibers from her 
coat... Was she in your car? 
He looks at her silently.
ALEX
I talked to your mom.
JESUS
Yeah? What’d she say?
ALEX
She’s destroyed. She said she 
didn’t want you in the gang life. 
She told you, but you wouldn’t 
listen. 




She said she’ll die if you go down 
for murder.
One tear squeezes out. Jesus beats his chest. Gotta man up.
ALEX










She was... doing her regular pick 




I wanted her... but she left.
ALEX
Do you know where she went?
JESUS
Nah... but, I don’t know, she was 
braggin’ ‘bout some dude. 
ALEX
Tell me more. What’s his name? 
What’s he look like?
Jesus shakes his head, “no,” slumping back in his chair. Alex 
looks frustrated, realizing he’s done.
EXT. DINER - DAY
Pamona’s girlfriend NIA (20’s), buzz cut, Dodgers jersey, 
picks at her french fries, then looks up at Alex. 
NIA
... You know what I hate the most? 
Her mom and pops wouldn’t let me 
speak at the funeral. 
ALEX
I’m sorry to hear that.
Nia tears up.
NIA
Yeah. Damn shame... I can’t really 
wrap my head around not being able 
to see babygirl again.
ALEX
Do you remember the last time you 
and Pamona spoke?
NIA
I remember like it was yesterday. 






Did you call anyone? Her mom?
NIA
Nah. I was going to, but you know, 
we go to the same church and... 
it’s complicated. 
ALEX
But weren’t you worried?
NIA
Yeah. The next day, I called the 
police, but I hung up.
(looks down)
I figured, she’d show up! Maybe she 
was just mad at me. So, I called 
her parents, like, as her friend.
ALEX
What did they say?
Tears spring from her eyes.
NIA
They filed a missing person’s 
report.
Alex rests her hand on Nia’s. Gives her a tissue. Nia presses 
it against her eyes.
ALEX
Did you notice anything odd or 
different the last few days? Think.
NIA
I don’t know-- there was this older 
dude Raquel was seeing, into kinky 
shit, and wanted to do a threesome 




I remember ‘cause Pamona said “hell 
no.”
ALEX





Some older, white dude with lots of 
paper. Buying Raquel gifts and 
shit... And big into sexting. A 
real photo freak.
Alex takes this in. Ideas percolating.
INT. SHERIFF’S STATION - EVIDENCE ROOM – DAY 
Evidence Technician, JOY YUEN (30’s), Chinese, kind aura, IDs 




Alex? Wow, long time.
Alex holds up a box of Sweet Red Peach cupcakes. Joy takes 
the pink box with a smile.
ALEX
Sweet potato cupcakes. Your 
favorite.
JOY
I miss our little... wait? What do 
you want?
ALEX
A girl died last week. 
JOY
Oh, damn. 




No. And hell, no. 
ALEX
She had a phone on her. I need it. 
JOY
I should’ve known you didn’t just 
come to say hi. You’re always 
trying to get in someone’s head.  




Alex sets the cupcakes down. Joy refuses to look at her.
ALEX
Joy, please... the girl was raped 
and murdered, but Downs is passing 










Joy finally faces her. Looks into Alex’s pleading eyes.
ALEX
This girl is dead and she wasn’t 
America’s darling. She was black, 
poor, from Compton and nobody gives 
a damn. Except me. And maybe you?
Joy thinks a beat. Then, a flustered sigh.
JOY
What’s the name again?
ALEX
Pamona Starling.
Joy punches in the name on her keyboard. ON THE COMPUTER 
SCREEN: A SERIAL NUMBER POPS UP.
Joy pushes a button and a big evidence shelf whirs around. 
She stops it and retrieves the cell from a cubby. 
Alex pulls on some rubber gloves and Joy hands her the cell. 
Alex tries to turn it on, but it’s dead. 
ALEX
I need a charger.
Joy rolls eyes, pulling several chargers out of a drawer. 
Alex fiddles with a few until she finds one that fits and 




ON THE PHONE SCREEN: numerous texts. Texts sent of Raquel 
naked, in thongs, with sex toys. And texts received of a 
white, male, youngish buff body, dick pics. It’s all body 
parts and no face. One picture is clear.
ALEX
Damn. Smart ass. He never showed 
his face in the pictures.
Alex scrolls some more and then comes to a photo... of Scott 
Greeley—- Eduardo’s partner. Her face goes ashen.
JOY
What is it?
She tries to see, but Alex blocks her.
ALEX
I need the phone.
JOY
Ohhhh no, no, no!
ALEX
Joy, please! I gotta follow this 
lead.
She and Joy share a look. Joy turns away and waves her off. 
Alex drops the bagged phone in her purse.
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING - EVENING
Alex drives and talks on her hands-free.
ALEX
Ed, it’s me... I need to talk to 
you right away... Call me.
She clicks off, totally distraught.
INT. LOS ANGELES COUNTY CORONER – NIGHT 
A sheet rolls back-- Pamona, nude, waxlike, lies on a slab.
Alex and L.A. County Deputy Coroner, DR. SETH KLEIN (40’s) 
look over Pamona’s body. He’s a decent-looking, well-dressed 
man whose looks are marred by a dubious comb-over.
ALEX
I don’t see much trauma.






He shows her the bruise marks on the neck.
ALEX
I had heard rumors about the 
strangulation.
DR. KLEIN
Yeah. And from the look of the 





Clean? That wasn’t just us. Whoever 





Bingo. No DNA evidence. The only 
thing we found with the first girl, 
were coat fibers in the suspect’s 
car, which you already know. Other 
than that, dead ends.
Alex studies the coroner’s report. She looks up.
ALEX
They had their eyes glued shut?
He nods grimly. Showing her Pamona’s glued eyes.
ALEX
Why isn’t anyone talking about 
this?
DR. KLEIN
I got a gag order on the case, and 
I’m one to follow orders.
ALEX
And you’re trying to say I’m not?
DR. KLEIN






Who gave the gag order?




I can’t believe this. Why is Downs 
burying this case?
DR. KLEIN
Maybe he’s not. Maybe he’s just 
holding it until he’s got the 
investigation pieced together. Ever 
think about that?
She remains silent, studying him.
ALEX







You’re reckless, Alex. Kinda fun 
while dating. Not so much fun 
professionally. 
ALEX
Oh God, Seth. So, things didn’t 
work out between us, but damnit, 
this is about these girls. 
DR. KLEIN





Maybe it’s about them.
He grabs the autopsy report back from her.
CONTINUED:
36.
INT. EDUARDO’S HOUSE – NIGHT
Alex and Eduardo swing on his porch swing.
ALEX
... So, each girl was raped, 




It’s not to hurt them. 
EDUARDO
He doesn’t want them to see 
something?
ALEX
Or, he doesn’t want them to see 
him? He’s ashamed of himself? And 




I need the case files.
EDUARDO
Babe... I can’t do that. 
ALEX




He leaves her standing alone.
INT. CRUISER – DAY
Eduardo drives, Scott riding shotgun.
EDUARDO
So, Raquel Ward was the sext demon?
Scott is silent.
EDUARDO





Where’d you get this?
EDUARDO




You’re going to resign gracefully--
SCOTT
No fucking way. I’m not the only 
one--
EDUARDO
I don’t care! Your ass could go 
away for years. 
SCOTT






What about Amy? Her delivery date--
EDUARDO
You should’a thought of that when 
you put your dick in a minor, 
asshole. Besides, you’ll get 
severance. Six months. Consider it 
a gift. 
Scott looks at Eduardo to see if there’s any inch. There is 
none. Scott’s anger bubbles.
INT. DOWN'S OFFICE – DAY 
Scott enters and stands there a beat before Downs looks up, 
irritated. 
Scott says nothing and Downs goes back to his work. But Scott 
does not leave. 




Finally, Downs drops his pen and crosses his arms. Scott’s 
got his attention.
Scott drops down to sit and face him, level. Then feebly 
hands him his cell phone.
Down’s eyes pop open at the sight of: MULTIPLE NUDE AND SEMI-
NUDE PHOTOS OF RAQUEL.
Downs eyes shoot up at Scott. 
CAPTAIN DOWNS
So, you fucked a minor?
Scott simply nods. Trying to read Downs. 
Downs’ hand goes up. 
CAPTAIN DOWNS




-- and your gun
Scott stands. Wounded and shaken. He sadly removes it and his 
pistol and places them on Downs’ desk.
SCOTT
Captain, please... my wife’s 
pregnant and I... didn’t...
Downs shoots him a look. Stone cold. Scott slowly turns and 
walks out.
INT. COMPTON HIGH TEACHER’S LOUNGE - DAY
Alex walks in and puts her lunch in the microwave.
ON THE TV:
Downs stands at the podium and the chanting stops.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Good day. In a recent development 
Deputy Sheriff Scott Greeley was 
fount to be having relations with a 






Deputy Greeley has been terminated, 
for his conduct, but he’s not a 
suspect in her murder. Surveillance 
tape going into Motel 6 on the 
night of her murder backs up his 
alibi. We’ve narrowed our 
investigation to El Toro’s 
notorious leader, Matador, and are 
working around the clock to track 
him down...
Alex SNAPS the TV off with the remote. Disgusted.
EXT. COMPTON SHERIFF’S STATION – MAGIC HOUR 
Alex and Leslie get out of her car with signs and head toward 
a group of about 50 PROTESTORS.
LESLIE
Did you find out anything?
Alex gives her a look. Pained.
ALEX
I’m trying. Just, give me a little 
more time.
They join Pamona’s Mother and Nia in the protest line, 
marching around the Sheriff’s Station, waving their signs. 
PROTESTORS
Black Girls Matter! Black Girls 
Matter! Our Girls Matter! Our Girls 
Matter!
Employees peek out the windows. Passing cars HONK.
EXT. SHERIFF’S STATION - PARKING LOT - EVENING
The day is over. Alex sees Downs exit out the back door and 
head to his car. She runs up and cuts him off.
ALEX
John, what are you doing? 
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Oh, so now it’s John?
ALEX
Wasn’t Emily enough? Wasn’t I 





I don’t know about you, but I’m a 
decorated officer, goddamnit.
ALEX
And you’re so good at accepting 
awards, you’ve forgotten what to do 
to get them? If these were young 
white girls, if this were your 
daughter, would you care?
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Oh, I ain’t black enough for you? 
Look how black I am.
He looks at his arm, which is in fact charcoal black.
ALEX
You hate yourself, don’t you? 
CAPTAIN DOWNS
I don’t hate myself. I love myself. 
That’s why I want you to stay the 
fuck outta my way. You keep poking 
your nose in my case and I’m gonna 
throw your ass in jail and have 
your job. Then, we’ll see who hates 
herself. Good day, Dr. Roberts.
He chest bumps her out of the way and gets into his car. Alex 
turns. Leslie waits, a longing look on her face.
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING
Alex drives and Leslie rides passenger. 
ALEX
I don’t know why you want to go 
here today.
LESLIE




See how she’s doing. See if she’s 
still there.





Leslie... it’s always the same. You 
know she’s going to be there.
They look out the window at LONG BEACH BOULEVARD.
This is where all the prostitutes line the street, day and 
night. Leslie searches and searches, almost hopeful until she 
sees...
LUCIA (late 30’s), Latina-mixed, on her usual corner, a 
skimpy tank top and shorts on. Scratching her arm. Looking. 
Desperate.
Leslie’s heart sinks. Alex rubs her hand. 
LESLIE
I want to talk to her.
She goes to get out of the car, but Alex grips her hand.
ALEX
Leslie, no!
Leslie breaks free and runs to the woman.
LESLIE
Mom? How are you? Do you miss me? 
Lucia’s so high she registers no recognition.
LESLIE
Mom?! It’s me, Leslie.
LUCIA
Aw, baby, baby... you better get 
out of here. Go on.
LESLIE
But, mom, I got into Harvard, you 
know... and I miss you... 
She pulls on Lucia.
LUCIA
Stop that... Get away... Before you 
run away my business.
Leslie looks horrified and totally betrayed. She cries, 
running back to Alex’s car. When she gets in, Alex puts her 




INT. COMPTON HIGH SCHOOL - DAY
Jamal sits at a table, surrounded by Kentucky University 
recruiter, Mike Webb, Alex, Judge Conners and Principal 
Brown. There is a mic in front of him.
JAMAL
I am excited to announce that I 
have accepted a full ride 
scholarship to Kentucky University.
MR. WEBB
Welcome, Jamal!
Mr. Webb drapes a Kentucky University jersey over him.
The local REPORTERS take notes and PHOTOGRAPHERS snap photos.
ERIN
Let’s hear from your mother, Jamal!
 
Jamal’s foster mother, MAMA MABEL, 50’s, a kind face with the 
marks of a hard life, sits next to Jamal, her wig slightly 
off and way too much make up on. 
MAMA MABEL
I’m just so proud of my baby. He’s 
going to KU!... And then he’s going 
pro! I got him at two, but since he 
was this high and could touch a 
ball, I knew he was born for this.
ERIN
What word of advice do you have for 
him, Mom?
MAMA MABEL
Just stay true to yourself and your 
roots.
(points up)
And with God, it’s gonna be all 
good.
Jamal and Alex catch each other’s eyes and share a smile. The 
THREE GIRLS who’ve been following Jamal around, stand right 
behind her. One blows a kiss to Jamal. He looks away.
EXT. GROCERY STORE – EVENING 












Aw, you know. Some days bad. Some 






I really want to help you... To 
find out what happened to Pamona, 
but I need your help.
Nia stops. Looks at her.
NIA
You think I’m not helping? I wake 
up every day feeling the ache of 
her not by my side.
ALEX
I know... I feel you... But I need 
more. I need you to really think. 
Is there anything else you can 
remember about the night she died?
Nia takes a minute. Really thinks hard.
NIA
Well... let’s see... she got into a 












Yeah. She sent me a text. She was 
so pissed, she left the party. 
She sees the look on Alex’s face.
NIA
But, I mean... Marcus wouldn’t do 
anything like that...
Off this--
EXT. STREET – EVENING
Alex heads to her car, her mind spinning.
Across the street, Scott sits in his car, watching. His hand 
hovers over his 9MM glock on the passenger seat.
As Alex nears, Scott jumps out and takes a few steps-- but 
stops and SPINS away. Crumpling on his car, sobbing.
Alex hops in her car and drives past, looking oddly at the 
man crying against his car, not seeing Scott’s face.
INT. AUNT GLORIA’S HOUSE – LESLIE’S ROOM - NIGHT 
On the wall, there’s a FOXY BROWN movie poster and a sign 
that reads “BEACH, PLEASE.” 
There are several half-packed suitcases and half-filled 
shipping boxes against one wall.
ALEX





But what about winter clothes? 
You’ve never been through an east 
coast winter.
LESLIE
You’re always buying me stuff. I 




Alex gives her a look.
ALEX
Hey. Calm down.
Leslie slides on a cocktail dress and Alex zips it up.
ALEX
I want to talk to you about Marcus.
LESLIE
I don’t really wanna talk about him 
right now.






I think Marcus may have something 
to do with Pamona’s murder.
LESLIE
I ask you to help and you come back 
with this? No way!
ALEX




Well, did you know he was cheating?
Leslie goes silent.
ALEX
The night Pamona died, Marcus 
threatened to kill her if she told 
you about it. 
LESLIE
Well, that’s pretty damn obvious.
Leslie goes to her mirror. Starts putting make up on.
ALEX




Alex follows. Leslie keeps applying her make up. 
ALEX
When you broke up with him last 
month... why was it?
Leslie pauses.
ALEX
What happened? Tell me--
LESLIE
-- He gave me an STD. Okay! Its 
that what you wanted to hear?
(beat)
That’s why we broke up, but he 




How could you withhold this from 
me?
LESLIE
What does it have to do with 
anything?
ALEX
Everything. What if Raquel was the 
girl he cheated with? She was going 
to blab, so he killed her. And 
Pamona knew about Raquel, so he 
killed her too. 
LESLIE
You’re reaching. Why would he do 
that? 
ALEX
Control. A serial killer has to 
control their universe because they 
feel powerless in some area-- have 




Alex looks into her eyes.
ALEX









He’s... blown up before.
ALEX
I need to talk to him. 
LESLIE
No! I know he didn’t do it! Leave 
him ALONE.
ALEX
Excuse me, little girl--
LESLIE
-- I’m not your little girl--
ALEX
Well, I used to baby-sit your ass 
and change your diapers, so you 
don’t tell me what to do. So, get 
him on the phone... Now.
LESLIE
He’ll be at the gala.
ALEX
Great. I’ll talk to him then. And 







Just then, Leslie gets a text from Marcus: MEET ME LATER. She 
hides it.
EXT. CONNERS’ MANSION - TENT - NIGHT
Alex enters in a breathtaking sparkling cocktail dress, 
Leslie and Jamal in tow, and they join about 100 party 




Nearby, Downs has also just arrived. He introduces his wife 
SUSAN, (40’s), white, like she’s some kind of show piece.
JAMAL
Wow...
Leslie, Jamal and Trey run over to the KOI POND, marveling at 
the tropical fish swimming around.
TREY
Damn. The judge got ends.
JAMAL





Jamal and Leslie shrug.
ALEX
I thought you said he was coming.  
Nobody’s heard from him?
LESLIE
I haven’t.
Alex looks at Leslie, who looks away into the crowd.
EXT. TENT - NIGHT
Some time has passed. Conners goes up to the podium with his 
wife BETTY (60’s) zaftig, elegantly dressed with old world 
style and grace.
JUDGE CONNERS
For years, the Conners’ Foundation 
has proudly sponsored the GRIP 
Program-- Gaining Respect Integrity 
and Purpose. We began helping 
young, at-risk boys find their 
passion in sports and today, we 
proudly fund programs at ten local 
high schools, helping at-risk teens 
get into college and giving away 
ten full-ride scholarships.





Tonight, the Conners Legacy four-
year scholarship for Compton High 
goes Leslie Adams!
Leslie joins the Conners on stage. Mrs. Conners hugs her. 
LESLIE
Thank you, Judge and Mrs. Conners 
and GRIP. I’m proud to say I’ll be 
attending Harvard University this 
fall.
MORE APPLAUSE! Conners gets back on the mic.
JUDGE CONNERS
And we have another Compton High 
student, Jamal Hampton!
He motions. Jamal tentatively comes to the stage.
JUDGE CONNERS
With our help, Jamal has just 
received a full ride basketball 
scholarship to Kentucky University!
Conners turns to Jamal, who’s frozen. Unsure.
JUDGE CONNERS
(prodding)
Say a few words.
JAMAL




He’s so shy. Let’s give him a hand!
Big APPLAUSE. Conners pats Jamal’s back. Jamal forces an 
uncomfortable smile.
Conners pulls both Jamal and Leslie in for the cameras. 
JUDGE CONNERS
Smile!
Conners turns to Jamal, gazes at him, stroking his arm. 
JUDGE CONNERS





Jamal stares at Conner’ hand like it’s poison. Betty motions 
and they all pose for more photos. Off this--
EXT. TENT - NIGHT
Alex walks with Conners toward his lavish home.
JUDGE CONNERS
You’ve done such an outstanding job 
with these kids, Alex.
ALEX
Thank you.
He hands her a glass of champagne from a passing tray.
JUDGE CONNERS
Congratulations! To your success!
They raise glasses and toast. Downs comes into her eyesight 
and her expression changes.
ALEX
Avery, I need to talk to you... 
JUDGE CONNERS
It’s noisy. Let’s just step inside.
INT. CONNERS’ MANSION - LIVING ROOM 
Alex and Conners walk through the ornately appointed house.
ALEX
... It’s Downs... the murders in 




He’s been withholding key 
evidence... Like the fact that the 
girls had their eyes glued shut. 
JUDGE CONNERS
Are you sure? He’s a decorated 
officer. You don’t want to just 
destroy someone’s life like that.
ALEX






this story’s not on the front page 
of the L.A. Times. If I don’t do 
something, who will?
JUDGE CONNERS
You’re right. Someone has to care.
ALEX
You have clout and friends in high 
places. Put some pressure on. Get 
somebody to make him really 
investigate this thing.
JUDGE CONNERS
Of course. Your father was dear to 
me. I’ll do anything for you.
They walk past the TV room where Alex sees shattered glass on 
the floor. She pauses, staring.
JUDGE CONNERS
Oh, my. Someone broke into our 
house a few days ago. We had to 
leave the glass for evidence. Maria 




Little punks. They didn’t take much 
but some electronic devices. Police 
said they sell them for street 
drugs.
ALEX
What about your security system?
JUDGE CONNERS
They bypassed it. Milennials!
(laughs; quickly shifting)
Come. Have I ever shown you my 
sculpture garden?
He leads and they head back outside.
EXT. VALET STATION - NIGHT
Alex waits for the car, while Leslie says goodbye to friends. 
From the corner of her eye, Alex sees Conners and Jamal 










You sure. You looked kind of 
disrespectful to Judge Conners.
JAMAL
Oh... no... I wouldn’t do that. 
Just trippin’ some over KU... I 
just don’t know if it’s a right fit 
for me.
ALEX
Come on. Don’t do that. You’re so 
close and you’ve earned it.
(beat; looks around)





He wasn’t feeling good.
An awkward beat. Alex turns to Jamal.
ALEX
I’m talking to Jamal. Jamal-– 
answer me. Did you talk to him?
JAMAL
He said Conners is a liar and a 
user, so he wasn’t coming.
The Valet comes up and hands Alex her key.
ALEX
And why did he say that?
JAMAL
(shrugs)
I don’t know. I don’t know anything 
else. That’s all I know.







You weren’t talking to me.
Leslie gets into the car. Alex stands there, thinking.
EXT. JAMAL’S HOUSE - NIGHT
Alex pulls up. She and Jamal get out and she walks with him.
ALEX
Hey... about KU, what are you 
afraid of.
JAMAL
I don’t know. I guess... change. I 
never been away from home. I never 




Naw. I never seen the ocean.
ALEX
(a beat)
That’s why you have to do this, 
Jamal... A young, black man is an 
endangered species these days, but 
that’s not going to be you. 
JAMAL
Word. These streets is crazy.
ALEX
Right. So don’t blow it... like 
Marcus.... So what your mama was a 
meth head. So what you never knew 
your dad. This is your life. So 
write your own story. Okay?
JAMAL
Yeah. Okay. Good night, Dr. 
Roberts. Thanks for everything.
He gives her a hug. The door opens to Mama Mabel. 
ALEX
We missed you tonight.
MAMA MABEL
I’m so embarrassed. I didn’t have 




Jamal looks down, embarassed.
MAMA MABEL




That’s not good enough. Say it 
louder. Like this, “Thank you, Dr. 
Roberts!”
JAMAL
Thank you, Dr. Roberts.
Jamal sulks off to his room.
MAMA MABEL
All these killings and stuff going 
on. I don’t know where Jamal would 
be without you and the Judge.  




Mabel smiles as she watches Alex leave.
INT. ALEX’S CAR – DRIVING - NIGHT 




Probably at his brother’s. 
ALEX
Give me the address. 
LESLIE
No... don’t go. 
ALEX
I’m not asking. It’s not an option!
LESLIE






Give me the address, or I’ll get it 
from Aunt Gloria.
Leslie jams buttons on her cell, texting it to Alex. 
LESLIE
You happy now?
Before Alex can answer, she jumps out and runs inside. With a 
heavy sigh, Alex reaches into the glove compartment, gets her 
9MM Glock and holsters it.
EXT. COMPTON STREET - NIGHT
A row of knocked-out street lights. Guys stand on the corner. 
A loose pit bull runs down the street. Alex parks, 
subconsciously palms her gun, and heads to the house.
She reaches a vilely extravagant stucco house in total 
disrepair. Two brand new Porsches in the driveway.
Alex reaches to knock-- BUT THE DOOR OPENS! A HAND GRABS HER 
AND YANKS HER IN. 
INT. LIL’ DREAD’S HOUSE – NIGHT 
GLOCK (20’s) tall Afro, presses a gun to Alex’s temple.
GLOCK
Who the fuck sent you?
She raises her hands.
ALEX




Out of a dark hall, Alex is shoved in. Along the wall, she 
sees bricks of heroin and guns. 
Glock pushes her in front of Lil’ Dread, sitting on his 
throne sitting in front of a 55” flatscreen, Playstation 
controller in one hand, blunt in the other. 







I’m Marcus’ school counselor. He 
missed school and I got worried.  
They laugh.
LIL’ DREAD 
Lady, please. Why you really here?
ALEX
Some girls were killed and I want 
to talk to Marcus about it. 
The room goes silent.
LIL’ DREAD
You know that’s some bullshit. We 
niggas and Mexicans is cool. Me and 
Matador made a truce six months 
ago. We didn’t go public with that 
shit, ‘cause, let’s just say, the 
Crips and El Toro done figured out 
our drug split. 
ALEX
Good for you. I guess. Where is 
Marcus?
LIL’ DREAD
Why you asking all these questions?
ALEX
Marcus was supposed to come to an 
event tonight, but didn’t show. I’m 
worried.
LIL’ DREAD
Last time I looked, that nigga 
doin’ pretty good.
ALEX
He’s a talented and has a chance to 
play college ball. I don’t want him 
to fail.
LIL’ DREAD
He gon’ be a’ight. 






Marcus walks up and ogles Alex. Putting on a show. He grabs 
her and kisses her. She SLAPS him. Hard.
MARCUS
What’s up? You into women?
ALEX






He grabs Alex and drags her out.
EXT. LIL’ DREAD’S HOUSE - NIGHT




You ain’t about to embarrass me in 
front of my boys. Get out.
ALEX
Not until you tell me what happened 




I know you cheated on Leslie with 
Raquel, and Pamona threatened to 
tell. Now they’re both dead.
MARCUS
I don’t know nothing ‘bout that.
ALEX







Marcus-- what is going on with you? 
You think you’re going to spend the 
rest of your life selling dope with 
your brother?
MARCUS
Yeah. All those damn recruiters 
ain’t checkin’ for me! They comin’ 
for Jamal--
ALEX
-- So, that’s it? You’re jealous of 
Jamal?
MARCUS
You see any comin’ for me? Except 
Conners, with his sick ass.
She stops, cold.
ALEX
What did you say?
MARCUS
Him and his little games. Ever 
since junior league.
ALEX










He keeps going. She stands there, agitated. Off this--
INT. EDUARDO’S HOUSE - DEN - NIGHT
Ed sits on the sofa as Alex paces back and forth.
ALEX





Marcus seems like a good kid. He’s 
a hellavu point guard.
ALEX
But he’s been out of control... And 
serial killing is all about gaining 
control.




I got suspended. Ten days, no pay.




The phone you took from Joy. 
ALEX
What does that have to do with you?
EDUARDO
You’re my girlfriend, Alex, and 
Downs wants you to stop. So, are 
you? Going to stop?
ALEX
No. I’m doing his damn job for him.
EDUARDO
But you’re about to get me fired, 




No! You don’t get to say sorry this 
time!
ALEX





I want you to trust me for once! I 
want you to stop running around 
playing detective!
She gets in his face.
ALEX
I will not stop running around! I 
will not shut up! I will not stand 
down! -- Nobody did it for me! My 
parents let my dad’s friend put his 
hands on me all those times-- And 
didn’t do SHIT! I can’t let that 
happen again! I CAN’T! I’m gonna 
find out who did this! And no one’s 
going to stop me!
EDUARDO
Get out my face!
ALEX
You can’t stop me! No one can!!!
He slams his beer down. It splashes on her and, by reflex, 




Let go of me! 
He throws his cuffs on her and sits her down in a chair.
ALEX 
What are you doing?
EDUARDO
I don’t know how else to get you to 
stop.





Just sit there a minute. It might 




He leaves. The front door SLAMS. Alex hangs her head. 
Breathing hard. A lot of something stirred up in her.
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT - NIGHT
Alex enters and we see this is her routine. She bolts the top 
lock, a dead bolt and arms the security system. She leans 
against the door like she’s safe for now. For now.
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT - DEN - NIGHT
Now in workout gear, Alex runs on her treadmill. Sweat pours 
down her face. 
Pounding, pushing hard, her eyes intense. She’s running so 
hard, like she’s running away from someone. Off this--
INT. LUND HOME - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]
ALEX (10), pretty as ever, prepubescent sweetness, lies under 
a pink flowered bed spread. A FIGURE slides up behind her.
She tries to scream-- but her mouth is grabbed. Gripped-- 
SMASH CUT TO:
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT - NIGHT [BACK TO PRESENT]
Alex slams the treadmill off with a primal SCREAM. And she 
keeps screaming, doubling over until there’s nothing left 
inside her. 
Finally, she falls in a clump on the treadmill. Sobbing.
ALEX (PRE-LAP)(O.S.)
So, what dorm hall do you want? 
INT. COMPTON HIGH – GRIP ROOM - DAY 
Alex sits with Jamal at the MacBook, helping him finalize his 
Kentucky U plans online. Her eyes are puffy and she doesn’t 
look as groomed as usual.
JAMAL
But I don’t want a roommate.
ALEX
You have to have one. Just check 
Heritage Hall and click accept.









What were you and Judge Conners 
arguing about at the gala?
He stares at her.
JAMAL
What do you mean?
ALEX
I asked you before and you didn’t 
tell me. What was it?
JAMAL
Well... he just pressures me 
sometimes. 
ALEX
About KU?... In what way?
He looks up. Fearful. Silent.
ALEX
Do you want me to talk to him?
JAMAL
No!... I mean... I don’t know-- 
he’s helped me a lot. I don’t want 
to be ungrateful.







We need to see you regarding the 







Yes, for questioning, ma’am.
He reaches for her, but Alex jerks away.
ALEX
Don’t touch me! You can’t just come 
to my job like this. 
DEPUTY SHERIFF #2
Don’t resist, ma’am!
He takes the cuffs out, turns her and presses her face 
against the wall. Jamal jumps in.
JAMAL
Stop! You’re hurting her!





Deputy Sheriff #2 finishes cuffing her and pulls her.
DEPUTY SHERIFF #2
It didn’t have to go down like 
this.
JAMAL
You can’t get away with this.
Jamal pulls out his phone, records and follows them.
EXT. COMPTON HIGH - DAY
Jamal follows right behind recording with his cell as the 
Deputies haul Alex, handcuffed, across the campus. Principal 





Deputy Sheriff #2 pushes Brown aside and shoves Alex into the 
squad car. 
ALEX
Call my lawyer. Attorney Jason 
Felder.
Students “ooh” and “ahh” as the squad car speeds off.
CONTINUED:
64.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM – DAY 
A sparse, cold room. Detective Gerber, the young upstart from 
Raquel’s crime scene, sits on the edge of the table.  
DETECTIVE GERBER
... Let’s try this again. Did you 
see Marcus Watkins last night?
ALEX
What does that have to do with his 
death?
INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - DAY
Downs gloats from the other side of the glass. Detective Li 
enters, noting Downs’ smile.
DETECTIVE #1
Whoa. Need some Vaseline and a 
moist towel?
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Watching her get screwed is enough. 
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM – DAY 
Alex sits at the metal table, calm, stoic.
DETECTIVE GERBER
There’ve been three murders in the 
last four weeks and they have one 
common denominator. You.
Gerber spreads out photos of the three victims’ bodies in 
front of her. She studies them, then looks up.
ALEX
I know what you’re trying to do... 
Not working.
DETECTIVE GERBER
I just want answers.
ALEX
(a look)
From the killer, right?
DETECTIVE GERBER
Before Marcus died, he posted this 
on Snapchat. 
He points to a monitor. ON THE VIDEO MONITOR:
(CONTINUED)
65.
He grabs her and kisses her. Alex slaps Marcus. Hard.
MARCUS (ON THE VIDEO)
What’s up? You ain’t into women?
ALEX (ON THE VIDEO)
Do that again and I’ll fucking kill 
you.
MARCUS’ BOYS (ON THE VIDEO)
Oh. Damnnnnnnn.
Gerber hits STOP and the clip ends. Alex lightly laughs.
ALEX
So that makes me a suspect?
DETECTIVE GERBER
You had some sort of kinky 
obsession with these girls. You got 
their trust, but you preyed on 
them. You stalked them, you raped 
them and killed them. Then Marcus 
found out, so you killed him.
She sarcastically smiles. 
ALEX
What a vivid imagination.
Gerber grabs a file.
DETECTIVE GERBER
It would be kinda out there, if it 
weren’t for the college girlfriend.
ALEX
So, I kissed a girl once. Doesn’t 
make me a serial killer. Is my 
lawyer here yet?
The door opens. Downs plows in. Points to Gerber.
CAPTAIN DOWNS
Out! Out!
Gerber darts out. Downs grabs the chair and straddles. Full 
bad boy mode.
CAPTAIN DOWNS





She gives him a look. Game on.
ALEX
-- So, what if I were into women? 
All that would mean is that I’m 
bisexual... But, 99% of the time, a 





Don’t start with that shit.
INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - DAY
Detectives Gerber and Li watch, cracking up.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM – DAY 
Alex cocks her head to the side. 
ALEX
So, how long’s it been since you 
and Susan did it? Three years? 
Four?
She sees she’s hitting a nerve.
ALEX
Oh my God-- what? More like five? 
Maybe six? Don’t tell me you’re in 
separate rooms?
(a smile)
Hm, wonder why she doesn’t want to 
sleep with your mean ass?...
He’s working harder at appearing unphased.
ALEX
She regret marrying your mean, ugly 
ass? Because you’re such a liar? 
You have no honor. Because, no 
matter how much you try, you’re 
still going to be big, black and 
ugly! Full of self-hatred! So much 
so that you let an innocent, little 
seven year-old girl die!
CAPTAIN DOWNS





-- No, it was you! I told you she 
was too young to testify! I told 
you how unstable her dad was! But, 
no, you had to win the case at all 
costs-- ‘Cause it’s the only way 
you deal with that self-hatred! And 
no matter who or what suffers, you 
don’t give a fuck! You’ll destroy 
everyone in your path! Like Raquel, 
like Pamona, like Marcus-- like 
Lily--
CAPTAIN DOWNS
-- Shut up! 
ALEX
She’s dead because of you! You 
fucking narcissist! You fucking 
sociopath! How do we know it’s not 
you? -- You’re the ONE! You’re the 
KILLER!  
CAPTAIN DOWNS
(the most primal scream)
SHUT UP!
He LEAPS UP flipping the table over. Heaving. Rabid. She 




INT. SHERIFF’S STATION – NIGHT 
Alex struts out, flanked by her no-nonsense lawyer, ATTORNEY 
FELDER (60’s). Downs and Gerber follow.
ATTORNEY FELDER
Of course Dr. Robert’s doorman saw 
her come in last night...
(turns to Downs)
You ever try any ridiculous shit 
like that with my client again, 
I’ll have your badge and this whole 
shithole shut down. 






She nods at Downs and Gerber. She just owned their asses.
INT. SHERIFF’S STATION – NIGHT 




You won’t have to worry about them 
again.




The killer’s still out there... and 
his pattern just changed.
As they get into his Felder’s, her cell RINGS. She sees 
“EDUARDO” on the screen and presses IGNORE.
INT. ALEX’S CAR – DRIVING – NIGHT
Alex dials on her cell hands-free.
ALEX
Call Leslie.
We see “LESLIE” on her cell screen, but the call goes to 
voicemail.
LESLIE (V.O.)
You know what to do at the beep.
BEEP. Alex hangs up and calls back. 
LESLIE (V.O.)
You know what to--
She hangs up and tries still again.
LESLIE (V.O.)
You know--
Alex hangs up, this time flustered. 
INT. AUNT GLORIA’S HOUSE – NIGHT







I don’t know. 
ALEX
She hasn’t come home?
AUNT GLORIA
Well, I guess not.
Alex peeks in Leslie’s room. EMPTY.
ALEX
When was last time you saw her? 
AUNT GLORIA
Well, she was upset about Marcus 
and, I guess...
ALEX








Aunt Gloria grabs a pad in the kitchen with numbers scribbled 
on it, gets on her land line phone and makes a call.
AUNT GLORIA
Hello Ashton?... This is Mrs. 
Adams. Have you seen Leslie?
A concerned looks comes over Aunt Gloria’s face. She hangs 




To look for her.
She bolts out.




A SERIES OF SHOTS:
-- A 7-Eleven. Alex drives up. Looks in.
-- Street Signs: Rosecrans Blvd., Wilmington Blvd., Long 
Beach Blvd. Kids ride bikes. On one street, a WHITE COUPLE 
MOVING IN. No Leslie.
-- Alex sees Lucia, there on her usual corner, scantily clad. 
Scratching her arm. Looking. That desperate, hungry look. 
Alex pulls up. Leans out the window to her.
ALEX
You seen Leslie?
Lucia barely registers, high as a kite.
LUCIA
... Where is my baby?
(a thought)
Hey... can you spare a twenty?
Alex shakes her head. Drives on. 
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING - NIGHT
The street lights whiz by. Her cell RINGS. “EDUARDO” on the 




INT. EDUARDO’S CRUISER - DRIVING - NIGHT
In uniform, Eduardo drives also.
EDUARDO
Hey. What’s up? I been calling and 
calling.
ALEX
I was mad at you.
EDUARDO






And you wouldn’t help me. And... I 
don’t know what to do this time-- I 
thought I had it figured out, but 
now-- the pattern’s thrown off, 
and... 













We’ll look some more. Tell me where 
to go. What do you need me to do?
ALEX
You go to Richland Farms. I’m going 
to try one last place.
EDUARDO
On it.
They hang up. She makes a hard U-turn.
INT. AUNT GLORIA’S HOUSE – DAY
Alex has Leslie’s iPad out and open. Aunt Gloria hovers.
AUNT GLORIA
What are you doing?
ALEX
It’s Leslie’s “Find My Phone.” 
We see the “FIND MY PHONE” APP open on the tablet. Alex grabs 
it and takes it with her.
CONTINUED:
72.
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING - NIGHT
With the “FIND MY PHONE” APP open, Alex drives, making turns, 
getting closer to the PULSING GREEN CIRCLE. 
She finally pulls up to Compton High School. 
EXT. COMPTON HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT
The school is pitch-black. Vacant. Eerie. Alex parks and, 
with tablet in hand, continues to follow the signal to... 
The dark, rickety BLEACHERS at the football field. She looks 




EXT. COMPTON HIGH – BLEACHERS - NIGHT
Alex ducks under the bleachers, where she finds-- Leslie, 
wrapped in a blanket and scrolling old photos of her and 




Don’t “what” me. Do you know how 
bad you scared me?!
Leslie keeps eyes glued on her phone. Still scrolling.
ALEX
Why didn’t you answer my calls?!
Leslie’s eyes snap up, red and puffy.
LESLIE
I told you not to go there! I told 
you to leave Marcus alone!
ALEX
I’m sorry, but you also asked me to 
help find out who killed Pamo--
LESLIE
I told you he didn’t do it! I told 
you!




Leslie, please... I’m sorry, 
believe me, I’m sorry! But you saw 
how he was acting. After what he 
said to Pamona the night she died, 
what else could I do? 
LESLIE
Marcus’ behavior. It wasn’t his 
fault.
ALEX
What do you mean?
LESLIE
That’s the thing about adults. 
You’re so fucking smart and so 





Conners was like a father to 
Marcus. How come the people we 
trust always betray us?
ALEX
Wait... Conners?
Leslie pulls out an envelope and hands it to Alex. Alex opens 
it and pulls out... photos. Blurry images. Sexual content. A 
white male, middle aged, and black boy, about ten... It’s 
Marcus. 
Alex GASPS, dropping the photos. 
ALEX
Why didn’t you tell me this?!
LESLIE
Because Marcus made me promise not 
to!
Alex spins away. Presses her temples.
LESLIE
Wait... This isn’t adding up. 
LESLIE






Oh my God!... Yes.





Leslie turns. Alex has to wrestle the thing out of her hand. 
She finally gets it. It’s a knife.
ALEX
What is this? What the hell were 




Are you kidding me? 
She grips Leslie by both shoulders. 
ALEX
Listen to me-- you’re leaving for 
Harvard in two weeks and nothing’s 
going to stop that! Stay away from 
Conners! 
LESLIE
But I have to stop him. 
ALEX
No, you don’t! 
LESLIE
Then who’s going to? You gonna just 
let the rich, white man get away 
like they always do?
ALEX
Is that what you believe?
Leslie nods. Alex spins away, grabbing her head. 
ALEX






Why do you think Marcus didn’t come 
to the gala?... Who do you think 
broke into Conner’s house?-- 
Marcus! When he didn’t get signed 
to a college, he decided he was 
gonna get paid by Conners, so he 
stole the photos...
Alex turns back to Leslie, a look of realization.
Alex closes her eyes. Processing all of this. When she opens 
them, she’s resolute.
ALEX
You’re going to let me handle this. 
Alex pockets Leslie’s knife and grabs Leslie again. 
ALEX
Stay away from Conners. Promise me.
LESLIE
Yes!... Okay.
Their eyes hold an intense beat.
INT. LESLIE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Leslie lies under her pink bedspread, curled up. Alex sits 
next to her, stroking Leslie’s hair.
LESLIE




It hurts too much.
ALEX
I know, hon...  I know how it 
feels... but don’t give up... 
Please?... For me. 
Leslie nods some. She then rolls over and faces the wall. 
ALEX
I love you, Les.
LESLIE




Alex plants a kiss on the side of her face. Off this--
INT. APARTMENT COMPLEX GARAGE – NIGHT
Alex pulls into her space in the vacant garage. 
She slides out of her car to see SHOES walking toward her. 




Yeah... no. Hell, no.
She shakes her head. He engulfs her in a hug.
INT. ALEX'S APARTMENT – KITCHEN - NIGHT
Eduardo sets a thick folder on the counter. The cover reads: 









So, are we ride-or-die, or what?
ALEX
Yeah.
















She sucks in a deep breath and exhales, cradling the case 
files like they mean life.
ALEX
Just let me look through these 
first.
EDUARDO
Okay, but no more solo work. 
She nods. He leans in sweetly. 
EDUARDO








Because we haven’t had sex in two 
years.
Her face is pained.
EDUARDO
That’s not why I’m here. I love 
you.





Their eyes hold. Off this--
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT – FRONT DOOR - NIGHT
Eduardo leaves. Alex shuts the door behind him and does her 
routine-- one, two, three-- she locks and arms the door. 
She’s safe. For now. 
CONTINUED:
78.
INT. ALEX'S APARTMENT – DINING ROOM - NIGHT
Alex sits at the dining room table, pouring over the case 
files spread out before her, reading every detail. She pauses 
and rubs her eyes. She nods. Falls asleep.
INT. LUND HOME - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]
Under a pink flowered bed spread. Alex’s mouth is held by the 
FIGURE behind her.
She is trying to scream-- but nothing can escape his grip. He 
kisses her neck. Tears spring from her terrified eyes. Then, 
a THRUST. Her eyes go wide. 
SMASH CUT TO:
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT - MORNING [BACK TO PRESENT]
Alex wakes up-- SCREAMING!!! 
She’s hyperventilating, sweating. She catches herself, 
realizing it’s a dream. A horrible dream. She looks around.
The sun has risen and she’s knocked papers off the table. She 
collects herself. Picks the papers up. 
She goes to the kitchen, gets a glass of water and pops three 
pills. She breathes deeply. She’s starting to calm down. 
She heads back over to the table, sifts through the crime 
scene photos and starts posting them up on the wall, turning 
her dining room into a “Crime Lab.” 
More determined than ever, she’s got to do this. 
As she posts, she stares at the photos of the corpses.
ALEX
He glues their eyes... because he 
doesn’t want to be seen.
Off this--
INT. ALEX’S CAR - DRIVING – DAY
Alex makes a call on her hands-free, but gets voicemail.
LESLIE (V.O.)





Leslie, hey, it’s me... I need 
those photos... I know they’re 
sensitive, but they’re critical 
evidence... Let me know when I can 
pick them up.
She clicks off. Contemplates heavily.
INT. CONNERS’ MANSION – FORYER - NIGHT 
A door bell RINGS. After a few moments, the door opens to... 
Judge Conner’s wife, Betty. 
BETTY
Alex. What a surprise. Are you all 
right, dear? 
ALEX
Yes. I just need to see Avery. It’s 
important. 
BETTY
Oh, my. Certainly. Wait in his 
study. 
Betty disappears upstairs.
INT. STUDY – NIGHT 
Alex looks around. On the shelf, she sees a photo of Conners 
posed with Marcus, Jamal (age 11) and other young boys below 
a banner that reads: GRIP JUNIOR BASKETBALL LEAGUE. Conners 
stands beaming in front of a school with the boys.
Alex looks. There are more photos with Conners and the BOYS 
of the GRIP program throughout the years.
The door flies open and Conners bounds in, peeling off his 
overcoat, disheveled and out of breath. 
JUDGE CONNERS
Ah, Alex. Sorry about that.
He hangs his coat on a hook and comes beside her. 
ALEX
Nice photo. So, you started the 








(a look at him)
So strange that it was burned down.
JUDGE CONNERS
Yes. A pity it.
He quickly moves and pours a scotch. Hands her one. 
She takes it and goes back to the photo, picks it up and 
studies it some more. He’s visibly uncomfortable now.
ALEX
You love kids so much... I’m 
curious, why have you and Betty 
never had any?
JUDGE CONNERS




He sips his scotch. She sets the photo down.
JUDGE CONNERS
So, what is this about, Alex? I 
have an early day tomorrow.
ALEX
Oh... I’m sorry. I don’t want to 
keep you. I’m just... grieving 
Marcus.
JUDGE CONNERS
Oh. Yes. So tragic.
ALEX
He completely dropped out of the 
program before he died. But, you’ve 
known him since he was a little 
boy...
(indicating the photo)
Did that seem odd to you?
JUDGE CONNERS
Well-- I don’t know... I think 
Marcus always had a secret rivalry 
with Jamal... and couldn’t handle 






When Jamal got signed? Or some 
other attention?
He gives her an odd look. 
ALEX
I mean... there’s these girls 
that’ve been following Jamal around 
and even you seem to favor him.
JUDGE CONNERS
Really... I’m not sure what you’re 
getting at, but I tried to groom 
Marcus. Only he wanted to sell 
drugs with that loathsome, hoodlum 
brother of his...
ALEX
Did you two have a falling out 
before the gala?
JUDGE CONNERS
I guess you could say that.
ALEX
Over what?
He stares at her a beat.
JUDGE CONNERS
I don’t recall. At my age, you tend 
to forget petty things. But, let’s 
not speak ill of the dead. 
He drains the end of his drink and heads toward the door.
JUDGE CONNERS
I’m sorry. I’ve got an early 
morning.
She follows, but pauses to admire a large, elegant statuette 
of BLIND JUSTICE on his mantle. 
An exquisite piece of art. Justicia has long, flowing tresses 




My statue for the Lawrence Hoffman 







But do you really think Justice is 
blind?
JUDGE CONNERS
Justice is in fact not blind. She 
sees all, but doesn’t always tell 
what she sees. She hears the cries 
of the poor but never speaks of 
them. See sees the plight of those 
victimized, but their stories often 
follow them to the grave.
(a look)
So, no, I don’t believe Justice is 
blind. If anything, she’s deaf and 
mute... and she should speak out 
more often.
ALEX
What do you think she would say?
JUDGE CONNERS
There are some whose pain is so 
unspeakable, we choose not to see 
this. This is a sin of the human 
condition. We shouldn’t make people 
feel shame because they’re 
different. True justice would look 





So maybe Justice isn’t blind, 
Just blindfolded. And we all know 
about blindfolds. You can remove 
them at any time.
ALEX
If we removed hers, I wonder what 
she would see?
JUDGE CONNERS
Perhaps that’s why she remains 
blindfolded.
He smirks. They share a look. 
CONTINUED:
83.
INT. SHERIFF CRUISER - DRIVING - MORNING
Ed drives his cruiser, doing his beat. From his radio:
POLICE DISPATCHER (V.O.)
Patrol, we have a code 419 at 2012 
Burris Road, female, black, 18...
A look of panic comes on his face. He puts on his SIREN and 
jams it.  
EXT. BARBER’S LOT - DAY
Ed’s cruiser pulls up and he gets out, meeting Detective 




Nearby, Detective Li takes photos. Forensic Investigator, 
Gina, walks around the perimeter, bagging pieces of evidence.
DETECTIVE GERBER
I need you to hold the perimeter. 
It’s about to get nut-so, so you 
gotta be totally on point today.
EDUARDO
On it.
Eduardo walks over to the crime scene. 
He looks down at the body... it’s Leslie. On her back, nude, 
her eye shut, blood streaming from her mouth.
His mouth drops. Gina sees and runs to him, but not quickly 
enough. With a loud SCREAM, he topples to the ground. 




Oh, shit. Get him out of here! 
Quick. Hurry. 
As press arrives, Li and Gina wrestle him and drag him away. 
84.
INT. AUNT GLORIA’S HOUSE  – MORNING
Alex stands next to Aunt Gloria as they face TWO DEPUTIES. 
One of the Deputies is finishing delivering the news.
SHERIFF DEPUTY #1
... I’m sorry, ma’am.
Aunt Gloria’s knees buckle. Alex has to grab her and hold her 
up. Aunt Gloria digs her nails into Alex’s arm.
AUNT GLORIA
My baby... no... my baby!
The two women clutch each other and sink to the floor. 
Shedding tears of unspeakable pain.
INT. MEDICAL EXAMINER – LOBBY - NIGHT
The DEPUTY CORONER comes out and Alex and Aunt Gloria rise. 
CORONER
Ladies. This way.
Aunt Gloria takes a few steps and her knees buckle. 
ALEX




-- Auntie, please. Let me do it. 
You wait here.
Aunt Gloria nods. Alex sits her down on the sofa. 
INT. MEDICAL EXAMINER ROOM - NIGHT
Alex enters to find Dr. Klein, in his white coat.
DR. KLEIN
Alex.
She nods. He puts his hand on hers.
DR. KLEIN
... I’m sorry.
He lifts the white sheet. She stares at the body. After a few 
beats, she nods. 
(CONTINUED)
85.






I have to do this.
DR. KLEIN
Alex, you’re going to get me fired.
She looks deeply into his eyes. Tears brimming.
ALEX




Tears spill from her eyes.
ALEX
Seth... what else can I give her? I 
have to find the truth.
He pauses. Knows he’s going to regret the hell out of this. 
He sets down the autopsy report, pulls back the sheet and 
leaves the room. 
Alex takes a deep breath for courage. Summoning her 
professional mind. And reads... 
We see: “Eyes glued shut... Tongue cut out...” 
Alex then looks up. Visibly destroyed. 
Her hand trembling, she opens Leslie’s mouth and tears 
squeeze out of her eyes as she confirms.
She gently closes Leslie’s mouth back, puts the sheet back 
over her, leans her head on the body and sobs.
INT. MORTUARY – NIGHT
Leslie’s BODY, now made up and waxen, lies in a casket. 





At your request, it will be a 
closed casket.
 Aunt Gloria nods and he closes the casket.
MORTICIAN
Is this to your liking?
The Mortician shows them a 36 X 24 gold-framed, color photo 
of Leslie. Aunt Gloria holds it in a fixed stare.
AUNT GLORIA
(tears brimming)
She was a good girl...
ALEX
Yes Auntie, she was.
Aunt Gloria buries her head into Alex’s shoulder. They stare 
at the photo, and Leslie’s beaming bright eyes. Off this--
INT. OUR LADY OF VICTORY CATHOLIC PARISH - DAY 
Alex and Aunt Gloria sit in the front row. 
Jamal, Trey and a few other GRIP students sit behind them. 
Judge Conners and Betty behind them.
Next to the casket, the gold-framed photo of Leslie smiles 
out at us. She is beaming. She is sunshine. She is dead. 
EXT. COMPTON HIGH SCHOOL - TEACHER’S LOUNGE - DAY
Alex enters and puts her lunch in the microwaye. It feels 
like all eyes are on her. People look awkward.
One TEACHER comes up.
TEACHER 1
Sorry for your loss, Alex.
ALEX
Thank you.











Do all lives matter?
TEACHER 2
What?... Of course they do.
ALEX
Then why is it fucking brutally 
raped and murdered my cousin and 
nobody seems to give a damn?
The whole room HUSHES. 
ELLEN
I give a damn, Alex.
Ellen wraps her arms around Alex and just holds her.
INT. ALEX’S APARTMENT – DINING ROOM - DAY 
Alex is back in her “crime lab.” 
The dining room wall is now covered with crime scene photos 
and a map with X’s where each of the bodies was found.
Alex rises, goes to the “photo wall” and looks from photo to 
photo. She rearranges the crime the photos in a line-- 
Raquel, Pamona, Marcus and Leslie. 
Eduardo comes out of the kitchen in his uniform, stretching 
his neck.
EDUARDO
Sleeping on that couch gave me 
permanent cerebral cortex damage.
They share a small laugh. The only one we’re heard so far. He 
affectionately touches her nose.
EDUARDO
Call you later?
Alex motions him to look.
ALEX
What do you see? 
EDUARDO






So it wasn’t just about sex. 
Because Marcus wasn’t assaulted... 
But they all know each other and 
they all know Conners. 




What could be his motive? That’s 
what I have to find.
EDUARDO
Just be careful. I gotta got to 
work. Remember I need to take the 
personal stuff back tonight.
ALEX
Yeah. I’ll take photos of them.
A quick kiss and he’s gone.
EXT. ALLEY – EARLY MORNING
Eduardo parks and hops out. Heads to his favorite spot.  
EXT. COLOSSAL BURGER - EARLY MORNING
Eduardo goes to the window.
EDUARDO
Jose. Que dices? Tienes mi orden?
JOSE hands Eduardo a white grease-streaked bag.
JOSE
Que honda? Trabajas muy tarde, 
hombre!
EDUARDO
Si. Por supesto. Como siempre. 
Eduardo pays and heads back to his car.
EXT. ALLEY – EARLY MORNING







A message from Downs. 
Scott grabs for his pistol -- but Eduardo sees -- and kicks 
his gun -- it skitters away.
Scott throws a punch-- misses.
Eduardo lunges-- three jackhammer punches to Scott’s head.
Scott staggers -- falling -- catches the wall -- but gets a 
sudden burst -- charges Eduardo -- lands a right hook.
They lock arms-- wrestling-- Scott bites Eduardo’s hand.
EDUARDO
Shit!
Rage. He grabs -- clutches Scott by the hair-- spins him-- 
slamming Scott’s face into the car-- blood sprays from 
Scott’s nose.
Scott dives for his gun -- spins -- fires -- POW! 
Eduardo is hit in the thigh -- blood gushes. He crumples to 
the ground. Gripping himself in pain. Writhing.
EDUARDO




Scott raises his pistol-- but before he can fire--
BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! Scott looks down. Ed’s unloaded three shots 
into his chest. Scott hits the ground. Dead.
Eduardo manages to crawl to his cruiser. He grabs the radio 
mic and pulls it down.
EDUARDO
Officer down on Palmer Street...
INT. EDUARDO’S HOME - DINING ROOM - DAY
Alex turns and stares at the four crime scene photos. She 
traces her finger from one crime scene to another. 
ALEX




She pauses a beat. Then traces again. 
ALEX
School, bleachers, gym, school. 
Something jars her. She grabs the photos she got from Leslie 
of Conners and Marcus -- in the background she sees Martin 
Luther King, Jr. Middle School.
She picks grabs her purse and flies out the door.
EXT. BARBER’S LOT - NIGHT
The half burnt down shell of King Middle School looms in the 
darkness. 
Alex squeezes through the hole in the chain link fence.
She approaches the boarded up building and climbs between the 
boards, sliding into the darkness.
INT. KING MIDDLE SCHOOL - NIGHT
She walks down the dark hallway. Shadows. Cobwebs. Rats 
running through the holes in the walls.
She sees the flickering of candle light ahead and follows it.
INT. KING MIDDLE SCHOOL - LOCKER ROOM – NIGHT 
Alex enters to see candles burnt almost down. 
On the wall, a large spray-painted mural of Blind Justice. 
Rusted, open lockers. 
Inside the lockers, stacks of books, pasted clippings of the 
news stories about the deaths of the victims-- Raquel, 
Pamona, Marcus and Leslie.
There are photos of Judge Conners with each of the victims. 
Off this--
INT. ALEX’S CAR – NIGHT
Alex waits in her car. As Jamal comes out, Mabel waves from 
the door. 
Jamal gets in the car and closes the door. Alex pulls off.
JAMAL









He sees her gun on her lap.
JAMAL
Where are we going?
ALEX
To Judge Conner’s house. 
EXT. CONNERS’ MANSION - NIGHT
Alex parks and she and Jamal get out of her car. She walks a 
few steps behind him, her gun out.
Alex rings the bell. The door opens to Conners, surprised.
JUDGE CONNERS
Alex? Betty is out of town-- 
ALEX
I’m not here for Betty. I’m here 
for you.
JUDGE CONNERS
Sorry. Now’s a bad time. 
She points the gun in his face.
ALEX
I need to talk to you now--
INT. CONNERS’ STUDY – NIGHT
Alex keeps her gun on Conners and Jamal as all three enter.
JUDGE CONNERS
Alex?... What’s this about?
ALEX
I know what you did.
Conners and Jamal give each other confused looks.
JUDGE CONNERS






-- Shut up! Jamal, tell me.
JUDGE CONNERS
Jamal has nothing to tell.
Conners locks eyes with Jamal. Daring him to open his mouth. 




Jamal, I know you’re scared, but 
you can talk to me.
Jamal’s eyes dart from her to Conners. Their eyes hold, 




Jamal! Tell me what this man did.








I did. I saw it with my own eyes! 
(in his face)
I saw it, Jamal! I SAW IT.






-- HE TOUCHED ME! -- Why did you do 
it? 





Over and over... in the showers... 
after practice... at your sleep 
overs? Why?
JUDGE CONNERS
Because you needed me! You wanted 
it. Admit it--
JAMAL
-- I didn’t! 
JUDGE CONNERS





It was all your fault!--
ALEX
(to Conners)
And you killed those girls!
JAMAL
NO!-- I DID!!!! 
(breaks down)
I was the one who killed them!
He’s a mess. Totally broken. Alex steps to Jamal.
ALEX
I know you did.
Surprise flashes over his face. 
JUDGE CONNERS
She tricked you, Jamal!
JAMAL
I didn’t mean to hurt them.
ALEX
I know... But you were struggling 
with your sexual identity-- 
JAMAL





Okay, you’re not. But I get it. I 




No, I didn’t... I loved Leslie.
JUDGE CONNERS
Shut up, Jamal!
His eyes flood with tears as he looks at Conners.
JAMAL
... But they knew and I couldn’t 
let them tell... and Marcus--
ALEX
Was going to sell the photos. And 
you didn’t want anyone to see the 
photos... I get it.
JAMAL
(points at Conners)
He did this to me.
JUDGE CONNERS
Shut up, Jamal!--
He nods. Alex gives Jamal a look.
ALEX
I know you’re hurting, Jamal, but I 




I need you to turn yourself in. 
Terror flashes in his eyes. He shakes violently.
JAMAL
No!... No one can know...
ALEX
Yes! You have to do it!





NO! NO ONE CAN KNOW! NO ONE CAN 
KNOW!
ALEX
Jamal, listen to me! You have to. 
Not for me-- but for Raquel, for 




You have to, Jamal... It’s the only 
way to make things right.
He looks up. Their eyes connect. She holds him.
JAMAL




But what will happen to me?
ALEX
People will understand. I 
understand. You didn’t mean to hurt 
them. I believe you, Jamal... 




She’s lying! Kill her!




You can make it right. I’ll help 
you. You can do it, Jamal.
Still rattled, he begins nodding vigorously.
JAMAL









Jamal looks down. Blood gushes out of his shirt. He looks up. 
Conners holds a gun he grabbed from his desk drawer.
JAMAL
... You said you loved me...
Conners’ eyes are ice. Jamal takes a few steps and hits the 
floor. BAM. His eyes still open. Looking. Searching. 
Alex gasps, horrified. Conners wastes no time. Wipes his 
prints off of his gun, putting it in Jamal’s hand.
ALEX
What are you doing? 
Conners works on positioning Jamal’s legs.
JUDGE CONNERS
We’ll say he confessed, got 
distraught and pulled the trigger.




Oh Alex, put that thing away. He’s 
dead now and you can be the hero. 




Her hand shakes worse. He ignores her, readjusting the gun in 
Jamal’s hand.
JUDGE CONNERS
Did you really think I’d let this 
lead back to me and destroy my 
legacy?
ALEX
You can’t do this!










Conners nods. Downs starts moving things around. Stunned, 
Alex’s hand falls limp. Her gun falls to the floor.
ALEX
This whole time... You were... 
protecting him.
Downs whips past her. 
CAPTAIN DOWNS
You’re pretty damn smart, Dr.
Numb, Alex watches as Downs moves Jamal’s body some. 
JUDGE CONNERS
(as if rehearsing his 
“lines”)
He was so distraught, he turned the 
gun on himself. 
CAPTAIN DOWNS
I know.
Downs takes look at Jamal’s body and nods, satisfied. 
CAPTAIN DOWNS




The gun powder on your fingers. 
JUDGE CONNERS
How will we deal with that? 
BLAM! -- a bullet to Conners’ head. He drops like sand. 
ALEX
OH GOD!











We’re good. My body cam’s not on. 
Besides, that piece of trash didn’t 
deserved to live.
She rushes him-- THROWING BLOWS. 
ALEX
You can’t do this!
He easily blocks. Deals a backhand that sends her FLYING!
She CRASHES into the bookcase. Books topple on her. She sits 
on the floor, crying.
Downs goes back to Conner’s and positions body just so. 
CAPTAIN DOWNS
It’s just you and me. No one 
else’ll see.
He grads his radio and to call it in, when-- BLAM!-- a bullet 
RIPS through his throat. 
Blood sprays on Alex, unflinching, holding the smoking gun.
Downs lurches back-- HITS the wood. He stares up helplessly, 




Like you said, no one else’ll see. 
He gasps for air. Drowning in his own blood. She stares down 
on him. A last gurgle. He’s dead.
SIRENS approach, screaming through the air.
The reality hits her and Alex drops the gun, her nerves shot. 




She heaves a release agony from a deep place. Slides down 
onto the floor to sit. And holds herself.
EXT. CONNERS’ MANSION - NIGHT
Red and blue lights hit Alex’s face. Squad cars choke the 
driveway. Reporters and neighbors push on the yellow lines. 
REPORTERS
(all at once)
What happened in side? Comment? 
Comment?
Alex looks at them silently. Erin pushes her way through.
ERIN
Dr. Roberts! You cracked the case. 
Bravo! Who’s the killer? Can you 
tell us?!
Alex turns to Erin, glassy eyed, and their eyes hold a beat 
before Alex looks straight ahead and keeps moving.
INT. SHERIFF’S STATION - CONFERENCE ROOM – NIGHT 
Sitting across from Detectives Gerber and Li, Alex holds onto 
a paper coffee cup. She’s been there a minute.
DETECTIVE GERBER
... So let’s go through this again.
ALEX
No, let’s not. Like I said, he 
charged me and I shot him.
DETECTIVE GERBER
But his gun was holstered.
ALEX
For fifteen years, Downs ran this 
department like a two-bit Vegas 
casino. Dealer’s choice on the 
price of human life, and luck be 
your lady tonight or you might end 
up in a body bag. There are three 
girls and one boy dead, one who 
happens to be my cousin. He didn’t 
uphold his oath to protect and 








He charged at me.
DETECTIVE GERBER
He charged at you?
ALEX
Yeah... and for some reason, he 
didn’t have his body cam on.
She flexes, her tough cloaking a well of deep ache and pain. 
Gerber and Li share a world-weary look. Gerber writes a few 
things down on a report then looks back at Alex, resigned.
INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY - NIGHT
The eerie glow of overhead LED lights bathe the sterile white 
hallway. Empty, but for the green hospital gurneys.
Hair a mess and coat blood-stained, Alex ambles down the 
hallway like a lost ghost. 
It’s heavy on her now, but it’s about to all fall off.
INT. EDUARDO’S HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
Alex enters the darkened room and stares at Eduardo a beat. 
He sleeps peacefully, his chest rising and falling. 
Alex drops her bloody coat and slides onto the pristine white 
bed. Eduardo’s eyes open, startled, until he sees her.
EDUARDO
Oh, hey...
He struggles awake from his sedated fog. Alex nestles her 
head into his chest and the tears spill.
ALEX
I love you, Ed...
He manages to squeeze an IV-tubed arm around her.
EDUARDO
I love you more, babe... You 
okay?... What happened?





And in tenderness, her aching heart continues to release its 








Not quite sure what she means, he simply strokes her hair. 
Cradles her. Her head safely on his rising, falling chest.
Alex’s eyes flutter closed and for the first time, she 
sleeps.
FADE TO BLACK.
THE END.
CONTINUED:
102.
